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Time Square's lights 


Author's Notes: 
This fic is a sequel to That goddamn Seattle sound drabble, but you won't get lost if you haven't read the 


shorter fic before. 


Stone and Eddie exit the TV studio and look around at the buzzing city in front of them. Their hotel is only five 
blocks away from the place where they just wrapped up the interview. Eddie has been to New York before but 
a long time ago, when he was a kid. Stone has been here several times. He doesn't know the city very well but 
enough not to get lost and to see more or less where they are. It's dark already, just after 800 pm, but it's 
busy all around. 


Let's go to Time Squarel," Eddie suggests. 
Stone looks at him with a faintly patronizing look. 


"Really? You want to do the hop-on hop-off bus tour as well afterwards?," Stone asks. 


"Please, Stone... | want to see the neon lights and the colors, all this melting under my still open-minded gaze." 


Stone rolls his eyes at Eddie but he cannot avoid smiling. Eddies is still high as a kite right now so no point 
arguing and also there's not much else Stone wants to do anyway. Quickly going through the few landmarks he 
has in his mental map of New York, Stone tries to figure out where they are versus Time Square and finally 


turns left to lead the way towards the coveted tourist spot. 

Twenty minutes later, they emerge from one of the side streets onto the main square and they are right in 
front of the hugely lit billboards. Eddie stops in the middle of the sidewalk, oblivious to the surrounding crowd 
the dozens of people who almost crash over him as nobody expects someone to stop right in the middle of the 
sidewalk in New York City. Stone notices that Eddie is already lost in the bright lights towering over him and he 
pushes him gently towards the side to prevent other potential collisions with the pedestrian traffic. Eddie 
hasn't looked down yet. He's still turning his head slowly from right to left and left to right, taking in all the 
sights. 


Stone leans against the wall behind them and looks as well. He's not really looking at what he has in front of 
him though. He's more trying to understand what Eddie is looking at, although he knows that since he's sober 
and Eddie is not, they are most likely not seeing the same thing. 

"What does it look like?," Stone asks him. 


The singer closes his eyes for a long moment and opens them again. 


"It's like a magic kaleidoscope, a supernova explosion in a giant paint store, mixing up the colors and inventing 


new ones. It's so vivid that | can taste and smell the difference between blue, red and green" 


Stone raises his eyebrows and wonders what Eddie has swallowed exactly but he won't even bother to ask, as 


he doesn't want to interrupt the moment of psychedelic poetry that his singer is apparently experiencing. 
"You're ona roll, Eddie. You should write some new lyrics Tonight," Stone says. 


"Maybe... If I'm inspired..." he replies, giving Stone a wink and a big smile. "Didn't you say you wanted to get me 
to bed?" 


"| might have, indeed." 


Eddie puts his arm over the guitarists shoulder and turns around, leaving the colorful lights and 
advertisement displays to continue their rainbow dance behind his back. 


"You've had enough already?," Stone asks. 


"Yes. If | stay here, my brain could overload. Do you know the way back to our hotel?" 


"Just follow me," Stone tells him. 
"With pleasure... Like Alice follows the White Rabbit." 


An hour later or so, they're back at their hotel, after a couple of detours through side streets where they 
stopped to admire street art and graffiti. Stone regrets he hasn't taken his camera with him and he makes a 


mental note not to forget it for his next interview trip, wherever they send him. 


Their room is high up on the [5th floor overlooking Madison Avenue. They're high enough to be isolated from 
the ground noise. Stone is admiring the sprawling nighttime cityscape from the ceiling high windows while Eddie 
is in the bathroom brushing his teeth. 


Stone has not been very often alone with Eddie like this. They've done a lot of interviews and press events 
since the release of Ten, however, these were mainly in Seattle so the whole band was there. They've had 
numerous journalist encounters after concerts too and then again, the rest of the band has normally been 
around and they've taken turns to answer. It's the first time they've been sent across the country, just the 
two of them, for a couple of TV interviews. They arrived in the city in the afternoon for the evening TV 
interview of today and there is another one tomorrow, as well as a radio show, then they'll fly back home the 


following day. 

This is going to be an interestingly odd experience, Stone thinks. When they're in Seattle, Eddie is not hanging 
around with him. Eddie likes to be alone. He's around with the whole band or he stays by himself. Stone would 
usually hang around with Jeff and Mike, or other friends and acquaintances. He knows most of the people of 
the music scene in his home city so whenever he goes out for an evening at a bar or a club, he always ends 
up finding people he hasn't seen for a while and catching up with them. 

Being here just with Eddie is a little unnerving. Besides Eddie's attempts at testing mind-altering substances like 
earlier today, their singer is a strange creature and Stone never really knows if he's serious or goofing around 


and he suspects that most of the times Eddie's doing both simultaneously without realizing it. 


His musings are interrupted when he catches the reflection of Eddie walking out of the bathroom in the 


window surface. 

‘Im tired," he says as he's stretching, 

"It's only 640 pm back on the West Coast," Stone says. 

"I know, but | didn't sleep last night. | was nervous before the flight.” 
"You get nervous?," Stone asks a bit astonished. 


"Sure, why not? I'm not a bird, I'm not supposed to fly." 


"Right. | meant that | rarely saw you nervous. | wasn't sure you had that emotion programmed in you." 

Eddie doesn't reply anything and pushes his hair away from his face. He's standing in between the two queen 
size beds of their double room, looking awfully torn about the choice he has to make for tonight. Stone decides 
to help him out. 

"You can take either one, I'm not fussy," he tells him. 

"I want to be in the same bed as you," Eddie announces most casually. 

"Nah... Not happening." 

"You said earlier..." 

‘| meant to put you in your bed," the guitarist clarifies. 

"0h?.] thought...” 

Eddie doesn't finish his sentence but he looks at Stone who's now sitting at the small desk next to the big 
window. Stone is like an enigma for Eddie. He's bright and clever and at first so not rock 'r' roll, apart from his 


long hair, but once you put a guitar in his hands, he's morphing into the perfect artist and coolest musician. 


‘lm gonna write a bit," Eddie says as he picks up a notebook from his duffel bag and finally chooses one of the 
two beds, the one closest to the windows, to go sit on. 


"IIl go take a shower," Stone says before disappearing in the bathroom. 

As he comes out of the bathroom, Stone notices that Eddie has turned off the main lights in the room and 
just left the nightstand ones on, as well as a small reading light next to his bed. He's sitting on his bed cross- 
legged wearing his surfing shorts and a T-shirt, looking at his notebook. 

"What are you writing?," Stone asks. "The perfect lyrics for our next album?" 

"No, | got those already, | think. lb songs more or less, we'll have some choices to make," Eddie replies. 

Stone wasn't aware they had lyrics ready for their new not yet foreseen album. He starts to feel bad for 
being behind in working on new riffs and melodies. He's mainly been enjoying touring after the album release 
and they're going back on tour soon, so he will have to work while they're on the road. Not his strongest skill 
but Jeff and Mike will be around so that will probably be a help. 

| wrote you a haiku," Eddie says. 


"Can | read it?" 


Eddie hands over the notebook to his guitarist: 

Time Square neon lights 

| saw you smile back at me 

/ tried to kiss you 

Stone smirks and looks back at Eddie. 

"You like?," Eddie asks. 

‘Its not accurate," Stone replies handing over the notebook back to Eddie before walking to the other bed. 
"What's not accurate?" 

"You didn't try to kiss me," Stone tells him. 

"Not yet," Eddie answers. "Anyway, it's poetry. Its not supposed to be accurate. It has greater purposes." 
"Like what?" 

Stone can clearly see that Eddie enjoys this cat and mouse game and he doesn't believe that he is that good at 
it but the singer has this way with people. Its impossible to shut him out completely. He can be fairly 
irresistible and even if Stone tries his best to stay clear from flirting, he feels Eddie pulling him right back 
into it whenever he tries to escape. 

"Striking your fancy," Eddie replies. 

"Oh, then.. I'm struck, | admit," Stone laughs. 

Eddie doesn't mind the sarcasm and joins Stone on his bed. 

"| like you, Stone," Eddie says. 

"| like you too." 

| really /ke you." the singer adds while running his fingers into Stone's still damp hair. 

"Are you still high?," Stone asks him with a frown 


"Don't think so. | can't taste or smell colors anymore." 


Stone nods, having now learnt that the absence of taste and smell from surrounding colors is of course the 


best indicator that one is no longer under the influence of drugs. 
"Will you let me kiss you if | try?," Eddie inquires. 

| don't kiss guys, Eddie." 

"But | do. You don't have to do anything.. I'll steal the kiss." 


Eddie is studying Stone's face and his reactions as they talk. He finds it intriguing that someone can have so 
much music bottled up inside himself and looks so calm and collected. He secretly hopes that Stone has a 
wilder side hidden inside, just waiting to be unlocked. 


After that last comment, Stone looks at Eddie suspiciously but then concludes he is joking. At least that is his 
theory till the singer unexpectedly pushes Stone on his back. His head falls among the pillows and Eddie quickly 
moves over him, supporting himself on his hands which are resting on each sides of the guitarist's head. Stone 
is a bit in shock, lying there with Eddie hovering above him. He doesn't know what to do or say now and when 
he's opening his mouth to protest and tell Eddie to quit with the joke, he suddenly notices the cheeky grin on 
Eddie's face and that is just enough to put a halt to whatever it was he wanted to say. 


Eddie looks into Stone's eyes. They're like a forest, he thinks, intertwined shades of green and brown, inviting 
him to wander and lose himself. After a few seconds, though, his mind finds his way back into the present 
moment and he lowers his head, touching Stone's closed mouth with his own, first only brushing softly against 
his lips, then putting on a gentle pressure. Eddie smiles as he goes on, realizing that Stone seems to be very 
willingly letting him steal that kiss even if he doesn't kiss back 

A moment later the singer stops and lifts himself up a little before rolling on his side next to Stone who finally 
reacts as if he's waking up from a trance, turning on his side as well to face Eddie. The guitarist is dizzy but 
aroused like he's rarely been. He has no idea why he let Eddie do this. He also has no idea what to do next. 
"What was that?," he asks bewildered. 

"My stolen kiss." 

Eddie approaches closer, rubbing his cheek and nose against Stone's face. 

"It got me hungry for more.. Open up for me, Stone," he whispers. 


"| don't.. Eddie, what do you want?" 


| wanna know what's in here and over there," Eddie says tapping his index finger on Stone's forehead and then 


on his chest. 


Stone swallows with difficulty but cannot look away from the singer who is now coming back for more, sliding 


his arm around his waist and planting another kiss on his slightly parted mouth. Eddie is more demanding this 
time and the guitarist surrenders. He opens his mouth, letting out a quiet moan at the contact of Eddie's 
tongue circling around his own. Eddie's eyes are closed and Stone is relieved because he isn't sure he would be 
able to withstand his gaze anymore. He closes his eyes as well and lets the unknown sensations take him over. 
The warmth and wetness of Eddie's mouth, like the South Pacific ocean that the singer likes so much. Stone 
imagines the waves rolling onto and away from the beach as Eddie's tongue flicks playfully over his own and 
the singer's hands leave a trail of heat over his back through the fabric of his t-shirt. 


Stone is gradually losing control. The kiss has awoken something fierce and hot that spreads from deep inside 
of him throughout his body. It's coming out of nowhere and he can't resist it. Although he doesn't understand 
what it is, he gives in to the impulse. He slides his body on top of Eddie whose eyes fly open at the sudden 
move of the guitarist. Stone is looking straight into Eddie's eyes and momentarily pulls his mouth away from 


Eddie's. 

"Fuck this..." he says panting, more talking to himself than to Eddie, before smashing his mouth back on the 
singer for a way more feverish kiss, holding Eddie's head steady while entangling his fingers into Eddie's wavy 
locks. 

No nibbling or soft brushing anymore. Now Stone is biting Eddie's lips, pushing his tongue right in and fighting, 
invading Eddie's mouth and stealing all his oxygen for as long as he can. And when he no longer can, he just 


stops abruptly. 


Stone raises his head from the singer when he snaps out of his frenzied moment, one hand holding up his hair 


away from their faces. 
Eddie looks at his guitarist in amazement. 


"Shit, Stone.. That's what l'm talking about," he says breathless but beaming under the taller guy's stare. The 


forest in his eyes is on fire and Eddie just got to savor a few licks of its flames. 


‘lm sorry, Eddie.. | don't know what's gotten into me," Stone says while brushing one of his thumbs over the 
singer's swollen bottom lip in a pointless attempt at erasing the taste or trace of what he did. 


"No worry.. | knew you had a wild side in you... I'm glad | found it" 
Eddie doesn't seem disturbed by what just happened and starts laughing while he's still catching his breath. 
Stone, on the other hand, looks a bit uneasy about what he allowed himself to do a few seconds ago. He slowly 


moves away from Eddie, falling on his back next to him. 


‘Its not funny," Stone says as he tries to regain his composure and looks up at the immaculate white ceiling of 


their hotel bedroom. 


"No, it was not funny. It was unbelievably hot," Eddie comments. 


As he hears Stone's breathing slowing down to normal again, Eddie starts to sing 
"Wild thing. You make my heart sing. 

"Eddie, stop," Stone pleads shaking his head, 

"You make everything groovy... Wild thing, | think | lo." 

Stone quickly puts his hand over Eddie's mouth before he can finish the words. 

"Dont, please," Stone says, feeling the singer's mouth smiling under the palm of his hand. 
Eddie removes the guitarists hand from his face and sits up looking down at his bandmate. 


"Don't know about you but | think I'm a little more inspired to write some cool stuff now," Eddie tells Stone 


who's still lying on the bed. 


Eddie stands up and walks over to his bed. Stone lets out a long sigh and grabs a pillow which he pushes 
against his face to hide his flushed cheeks and muffle a scream. Eddie is driving him crazy. 


